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("Lord, do me vengeance for my son who is slain, 
whereby my heart is pierced." He: "Now wait 
until I return." And she, like a person in whom 
grief is urgent: "My Lord, but if thou dost not 
return?") 

These verses are in the tenth canto of Purgatorio. 
And there is in the fifteenth canto a dialogue very 
similar to the preceding one.' In a temple, which is 
the Syrtagogue, are assembled the Judaic doctors 
and Jesus is among them. Suddenly a woman 
enters, who is Mary in search of her son: 

Ed mia donna in sii I'entrar con atto 
dolce di madre dicer "Figlino mio, 
percM hai tu cost verso not fatto? 
ecco dolente, lo tuo padre ed io 
ti cercavano " 

(and my lady within the entrance with the tender 
attitude of a mother, saying: "My son, why hast 
thou thus dealt with us? Behold, thy father and I 
sought thee sorrowing. . . .") 

I could multiply the examples, citing the answer 
of Pisistrato's wife, the stoning of St. Stephen and 
other episodes, if these verses that I have tran- 
scribed were not quite enough to make one under- 
stand the moving simplicity of these poetical repre- 
sentations. 

Of the same essence and the same simplicity are 
the representations in Giotto's paintings. Nothing 
useless, nothing superfluous ever, but all the parts, 
all the gestures, all the movements destined to con- 
centrate the attention toward the point where the 
sentiment or the passion should be most visible and 
most eloquent. And then something new, which had 
not been in the painting of the preceding centuries 
— the entire man, not only in his mortal frame, but 
in gesture and physiognomy expresses the hope, 
the doubt, the anxiety, the terror, the desperation, 
the peace, the ecstasy, all the moments in short, and 
all the sensations of his soul. 

This is the new word pronounced by Giotto in the 
world of painting, helped into being by the simplicity 
of the means necessary to his powers. A poor critic 
in truth is he who still persists in seeing nothing 
in the art of Giotto but an attempt to approach that 
"real" forgotten by the painters of the preceding 
centuries who, even while praising the good execu- 
tion of many figures close enough to visible and 
tangible truth, still find his drawing crude and his 
perspective erroneous. Try' to correct according to 
your realism the frescoes of Assisi, Padua, Florence, 
and you have destroyed the eternal character and 
the profound idea of Giotto. That which you call 
an error is nothing if not a means of expression; 
and who looks at a work of art is always mistaken 
when instead of searching for the idea which it 
represents and isolating himself in its contempla- 
tion, he confines himself stupidly to observing the 
details. The details never have any importance in 
themselves, except as they wait on the expression of 
the idea; and who sees not the idea, is blind before 
a painting, and as he does not see the life of the 
whole, neither does he see the life of the parts. 
Here is an example to prove what I mean. 

In the third row of the frescoes in the Arena 
chapel at Padua is represented, with other stories, 
Jesus rising to heaven among the blessed. Jesus is 
in the center, clothed in white against the blue. At 
the sides, in two flying companies, the blessed ones 
contemplate him with rapture, arms raised and 



hands joined in an attitude of felicity in prayer. In 
proportion to the head and body, these arms and 
hands are really stumps, and no critic would look 
at them without smiling. And yet Giotto himself 
wished them to be there in order to express his 
dream. He is in heaven, among transfigured beings 
who have, if any, but a very faint remembrance of 
the sons of Adam. Their arms are no longer made 
of bones and muscles as are our own, and no longer 
serve that which in the world nature had destined 
them for : they tave become gestures of imploration 
in admirable harmony with the faces which express 
peace and beatitude. This is Giotto; beside the 
representation of ecstasy, the expression of the most 
fugitive sentiments of the human soul and of nature 
newly contemplated with love as by St. Francis of 
Assisi; beside faith and prayer he expresses with 
the simple forms of his art the anecdote and the 
humor of a true citizen of the good old time. 



A SCHOOL OF LANDSCAPE ARCHITECTURE 

Under the direction of Mr. Nathan F. Barrett a 
school in landscape architecture is carried on at his 
residence in Rochelle Park, New Rochelle, N. Y. 
Readers of The Art World may recall some reminis- 
cences given by Mr. Barrett in the December number 
and the ingenious system he has carried out in 
making the most of his acreage and the basement of 
his house. It is here that students of landscape 
architecture work; special features have been intro- 
duced for the summer season, such as lectures on art 
for Saturday afternoons to which the public will be 
admitted, the lecturers being persons of note in their 
several lines of work. Mr. Barrett is one of the 
oldest if not the senior practitioner of the noble art 
of landscape modeling; he laid out Pullman City, 
Chevy Chase near Washington and other places; he 
is a member of the Palisades Park Commission. 



THE ANNUAL EXHIBITION AT KNOEDLER'S 

The tenth annual exhibition of paintings by 
American artists at the Knoedler Galleries, New 
York, has been open since June 10th. 

The collection of pictures as a whole is a credit 
to American artists and the Knoedler Gallery. 

There is a marked individuality throughout the 
exhibition without any extravagant "individualism" 
— except in one picture. It is another signal proof 
that every man with true artistic power, even if he 
is hot a colossal genius, will be "individual" and 
different from all of his fellows — if he will only for- 
get all idiotic art "isms" and "theories" and be sin- 
cere and try and create a really beautiful thing 
instead of straining for the merely "sensational." 

It is much more certain that a true artist (not a 
hod-carrier lost in the world of art) will create a 
sensation by rousing the emotions, the enthusiasms 
and love of the public — ^by creating a work of 
striking beauty, than he will by fabricating a work 
of striking ugliness, however much the over-bored 
even degenerate portion of the public may find in it 
amusing relief from blase ennui. For the diseased 
degenerate minority comes and goes — ^being forced 
out by the masters— while the healthy and sane 
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majority remains forever the dominant public — 
when once it finds that a house-cleaning in life and 
art is needful. 

Taking the works as numbered in the catalogue: 
Dwight W. Tryon's "Dawn Early Spring" is beauti- 
ful; Alexander H. Wyant's "An Adirondack Vista" 
is an exquisite bit ; "Gloucester Harbor" by Winslow 
Homer is fine and unusual in its calm ; the beautiful 
evening sky in Wm. A. Coffin's "The Valley Farm" 
is skillfully rendered; R. W. Van Boskerck's "River 
at Wakefield, Rhode Island" is very beautiful ; E. L. 
Henry's "The Floating Bridge" is historically in- 
teresting; Childe Hassam can paint better than he 
did in his "The Allied Flags" ; in spite of its "tech- 
niquery" W. Granville Smith's "Summer Breeze" is 
charming in scheme and color; J. Francis Murphy's 
"Silence" is less stereotyped than usual and poetic; 
William M. Chase's "Shinnecock Hills" is one of the 
finest landscapes he ever painted; George Elmer 
Browne's "The Blue Nets" is too "painty"; Joseph 
H. Boston's "Moonlight" is too blue to suggest moon- 
light ; George Inness's "Coming Storm" is a real 
gem ; "Mirror Lake," by Irving R. Wiles, is a clever 
bit; Horatio Walker marred his otherwise good "Girl 
Feeding Turkeys" by making his girl too fat; Geo. 
de Forest Brush's "Little Girl" is a beautiful color 
composition and was illustrated in The Art World 
in the April number ; "Morning in the Fields, Glou- 
cester" is a good cattle piece by Carleton Wiggins; 
"The Hills in Nevada, near Carson City" by Albert 
L. Groll is above his average; "Peaceful Moonlight 
Reigns," by Henry W. Ranger, is unusually skilful 
moonlight painting; J. H. Twachtman's "The Bridge 
in Spring" has more reality than most of his works ; 
"Flying Shadows" by Willard L. Metcalf is beautiful 
in subject and most skilful in execution; "Sisters," 
by E. H. Blashfield, symbolizing the three great 
democracies — America, France and Russia — is in- 
spiring; Clara T. MacChesney has a "Red Cross 
Nurse" writing home the last message of some sol- 
dier in France who "did his bit." It is full of pathos 
and a credit to her. 

The exhibition is marred and disgraced by the 
hanging of an atrocious travesty of a female nude 
figure by Sargeant Kendall. This painting was 
shown in a former Academy exhibition, and at that 
time the general consensus of opinion was 
that it was unfit to be seen outside of the 
circle of an exhibition of modernistic sex 
degenerates. The effrontery of Mr. Kendall in foist- 
ing the work a second time on the New York public, 
and this time on Fifth Avenue, indicates that he is 
either insensible to the vulgarity of his picture 
or is deliberately following the lead of the charlatan 
modernistic perverts many of whom, having failed 
in normal and sane lines of art, resort to porno- 
graphic symbolism to gain a commercial notoriety — 
the art cult of the modernistic degenerates of 
Europe, and also here, being now the "city of refuge" 
of Academy failures, as witness the history of Ma- 
tisse, Cezanne and others of that ilk. But perhaps 
Mr. Kendall perpetrated this atrocity unconsciously? 
If so, it is all the more tragic to be the unconscious 
victim of a subconscious trend — in the direction of 
aesthetic neurosis. 

Mr. Kendall's painting is not merely nude — it is 
crassly naked. And in addition to being vulgar 



it is stupid and suggestive in spirit and also 
banal in execution, the technical work being 
far below the academic standard, so much de- 
rided by modernists. Does this work represent the 
high water mark of the aesthetic culture and stand- 
ards of the Yale College Art Department? Also does 
the Faculty and Alumni of Yale indorse this 
"Sphinx" as representing their taste in nude figure 
painting? We would be pleased to hear some 
expression of opinion on this subject. 



GOOD STORIES NEVER DIE 

A writer for the Sun told some amusing stories 
a while ago about crowned heads who do verses as 
a side line. Thus, of the late Shah of Persia, Nas'r- 
ed-Din and his poet laureate: "On the King-of- 
kings reading some of his verses to his poet laureate, 
the latter, on one occasion, with more honesty than 
diplomacy, denounced them as sheer foolishness and 
rank nonsense. For this he was ordered by his im- 
perial master to the stables and severely flogged. A 
week later the Shah again asked his professional 
opinion. Before the monarch had been reading two 
minutesthe laureate arose and hastened to the door. 

" 'Where are you going?' cried the Shah. 'To the 
stables for another flogging' exclaimed the poet 
laureate with such an air of hopeless misery that 
Nas'r-ed-Din, who had a keen sense of humor, burst 
into a fit of laughter, made him resume his place, 
inflicted no more verses upon him . . ." etc. 

Touches of the same kind of humor as appears in 
this anecdote are found in old Italian comic tales 
and in the Thousand and One Nights ; but it is the 
Sicilian historian Diodoros who was among the first 
to tell this particular yam — showing how often the 
same situation produces the same result, or else 
proving that a good story is superior to such mortal 
drawbacks as time and space. For it is Dionysos 
the tyrant of Syracuse and a poet at his court of 
whom Diodoros tells the similar tale. 

Philoxenos, a poet famous for his proficiency in 
the versified two-step called "dithyramb," was a 
guest and parasite at the tyrant's table. Per- 
haps he overdid the drinking bouts and pledging of 
healths, for one day, when Dionysos had one of his 
own poems read aloud at the banquet, the tyrant 
insisted that Philoxenos should give his opinion. Em- 
boldened it may be through his potations of wines 
of choice, the master of dithyrambics told him what 
he thought of it. Now Dionysos, a slave to versify- 
ing, passed such time as he could reserve from ex- 
iling, murdering and crucifying the fat burghers of 
Syracuse whose property he craved — in the fever of 
composition. Though but an amateur, he took him- 
self with the utmost seriousness for a poet of the 
first rank. As soon as he recovered from his surprise 
he gave his body-guards the signal and Philoxenos 
was seized and hustled to the Quarries, the famed 
prison where the tyrant's victims languished. His 
boon companions made haste to mollify the king's 
wrath and Philoxenos was soon pardoned and rein- 
stated at the royal board. Presently Dionysos be- 
came animated by his good wines and began to recite 
some of his own verse, looking about for applause. 
Unfortunately Philoxenos was not among those who 
cried their admiration. Dionysos paused and fixed 



